5o                           Chiang Fang
rode at a gallop to the Shengyeh quarter where at the appointed
place he found a maid servant waiting, who asked him if he was
not Li Shih-lang. He dismounted and handed the reins to the
maid and hastily went inside the gate. There he was met by Pao,
who said jokingly to him, "What manner of young man are you
that you come unannounced into people's houses ?n Thus banter-
ing with each other, they went inside the middle gate, where
he found four cherry trees in the court and a parrot in a cage hung
in the northwest corner. When the parrot saw Yi, it called, "There
is someone here! Lower the screen!" Yi was starded but as he was
hesitating whether to advance farther, Chingchih came down the
steps to meet him. She invited him inside and made him sit down.
She was a litde over forty years old but was still comely and had
a charming manner of speech. "I have heard of ShihJang's talents
and accomplishments," she said to Yi. "I am glad to see, now that
I have seen your person, that in your case the man is more than
worthy of the reputation. Now I have a daughter, who, though
lacking in proper instruction, is at least not without a measure of
comeliness and will make a suitable mate for a gendeman like
yourself. I have repeatedly spoken of my wish to Pao Shih-yi-niang
and I am now happy to have my daughter enter your service 'with
basket and broom.'"
"It is an unexpected honor," Yi answered, "for a clumsy and
mediocre man like myself to receive your condescension. If you
should be so good as to bestow on me your choice, my gratitude
to you will transcend this life."
A feast was set out and at Chingchih's command, Hsiaoyii
emerged from a chamber to the east, and Yi went up to salute
her. Her presence was as dazzling as a forest of gems and jade
trees, so bright were her eyes and so bewitching her glances. As
she sat down beside her mother, the latter said to her, "This is
the author of the lines of which you are so fond, 'When the wind
stirred the bamboo without the screen, I thought it was the sound
of my old love coming/2 What a pleasure it must be for you to
2 A conceit much affected fay Tang and later poets. Compare, for instance, with
the quatrain on p. 78.